Right under his nose. Carrying Patty's phone, fully charged and on Do Not Disturb for over two years in his shirt's breast pocket, as a form of infantile dominance. Tommy doesn't dominate anything or anyone. He has no talent, intelligence, or drive. Just a schoolyard bully who can't take anyone's lunch money anymore- it's all scanned from implanted microchip. There was someone hiring to recycle condoms, but... 

Funny. Immediately after I first published The Gospel of Saint Patricia to the Internet Archive, Patty's phone number went from being permanently on Do Not Disturb to being blocked. He probably thinks that I can no longer send messages to this number. Which, of course, I am doing right now. Fucking coward. The very definition of a loser. 

I wonder what his employer would do if it was publicly announced that one of their employees was actually a "ranking member", a "chapter head or leader" of what he refers to as the Posse Comitatus. A racist activist. Hmmm. Let's find out. If anyone reading this could be bothered to send an email to that effect- please mention where this information can be downloaded - Patty and I would be greatly appreciative. Feel free to get my attention if you need any further information or something I can provide. 